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wings and a portico of Coriutkian columns, and backed by
deep woods.

This was BKLMOXT, built by a favourite Minister of State
*o whom a jrrateful and gracious sovereign had glinted a
slice of a royal park whereon to raise a palace and a garden
arid find occasionally Tusculan repose.

The lady of the mansion was at home, and though
Lothair was quite prepared for this his heart beat. The inner
hall was of noble proportion, and there were ranged in it
many Roman busts and some ancient slabs and altars of
marble. These had been collected some century ago by
the Minister; but what immediately struck the eye of
Lothair were two statues by an American artist, and both
of fame, the Sibyl and the Cleopatra. Ho had heard of
these, but had never seen them, and could not refrain from
lingering a moment to gaze upon their mystical and fas-
cinating beauty.

He proceeded through two spacious and lofty chambers,
of which it was evident the furniture was new. It wan
luxurious and rich and full of taste, but there was no at-
tempt to recall the past in the details: no cabinets and
clocks of French kings or tables of French queens, no
chairs of Venetian senators, no candelabra that had illu-
mined Doges of Genoa, no ancient porcelain of rare
schools and ivory carvings and choice enamels. The walls
were hung with masterpieces of modern art, chiefly of the
French school, Ingres and Delaroche and Sob offer.

The last saloon led into a room of smaller dimensions
opening on the garden, and wliica Lothair at first thought
must be a fernery it seemed so full of choice and expand-
big specimens of that beautiful and multiform plant; but
when his eye had become a little accustomed to the scene
and to the order of the groups, he perceived they were
only the refreshing and profuse ornaments of a regularly
furnished and inhabited apartment There was a table